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for his Government and Ms country. Suppose, for
example, an important interview took place between
himself and the Czar's Minister. The interview itself
was not so bad. He knew how to bear himself in an
affair of that kind, how to be friendly and courteous
and as discreet as an oyster. But when the talk was
over and the Minister had been bowed out, you had
to sit down and write a damned despatch about it to
Hemingby. And that was the very devil. Night after
night, till two in the morning, he was at his desk,
trying over "I suggested to him", "I reminded him",
"he impressed upon me", "I gathered" and so on.
Getting the exact tone of the conversation, the infinite
subtle shades of meaning, so that they would not
misunderstand at London, was a more agonising
business than he would ever have thought possible.

Then, after all the labour, the first lot of despatches
was stolen from his messenger in the Schwerin
Forest.

Socially, life was not much better. For one thing,
he had to go, by virtue of his position, to all the great
official affairs, where one met the Empress Regnante,
young, beautiful and sad; the Empress Mother, large,
cheerful and curvilinear, full of good works and pious
activities; and the Czar, a youthful and benevolent
despot. All estimable in their way, but dull and,
naturally, unapproachable.

Apart from these there were the numerous small
parties, pleasant in a mild fashion, for which the
capital was celebrated. Even here, however, the
brilliance and finish of London were lacking. A dis-
tinguished man, a very pretty woman, were exceptional
occurrences; a tendency to slovenliness, soilure,
creases, was everywhere apparent; he was sometimes